It puzzled me greatly to know why, if we were God's children,
and if he was watching over us by night and day, we might
not supplicate for toys and sweets and smart clothes as well as
for the conversion of the heathen. Just at this juncture, we
had a special service at the Room, at which our attention was
particularly called to what we always spoke of as 'the field of
missionary labour'. The East was represented among 'the saints'
by an excellent Irish peer,17 who had, in his early youth, con-
verted and married a lady of colour; this Asiatic shared in our
Sunday morning meetings, and was an object of helpless terror
to me; I shrank from her amiable caresses, and vaguely identi-
fied her with a personage much spoken of in our family circle,
the 'Personal Devil'.

All these matters drew my thoughts to the subject of idolatry,
which was severely censured at the missionary meeting. I cross-
examined my Father very closely as to the nature of this sin,
and pinned him down to the categorical statement that idolatry
consisted in praying to any one or anything but God himself.
Wood and stone, in the words of the hymn, were peculiarly
liable to be bowed down to by the heathen in their blindness. I
pressed my Father further on this subject, and he assured me
that God would be very angry, and would signify His anger, if
anyone, in a Christian country, bowed down to wood and
stone. I cannot recall why I was so pertinacious on this subject,
but I remember that my Father became a little restive under
my cross-examination. I determined, however, to test the
matter for myself, and one morning, when both my parents
were safely out of the house, I prepared for the great act of
heresy. I was in the morning-room on the ground-floor, where,
with much labour, I hoisted a small chair on to the table close
to the window. My heart was now beating as if it would leap
out of my side, but I pursued my experiment. I knelt down
on the carpet in front of the table and looking up I said my
daily prayer in a loud voice, only substituting the address *O
Chair!* for the habitual one.

Having carried this act of idolatry safely through, I waited
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